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ADVERTISEMENT. 
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HE following little Piece was 

found among the papers of the 
late Rev. Dr. Peckwtrt. It appears 
to have been written by him, ſome 
years ago, when he was laid by from 
his delightful work of preaching, by 
a very ſevere and painful diſorder ; 
which ſubjected him to a dangerous 
operation, that had nearly deprived him 
of life, But his miniſterial work was 
not then finiſhed. The Lord, there- 
fore, was pleaſed to bring him ſafely 
through the affliction; and, at length, 
to reſtore him to health, and to the 
congregations he uſually laboured 
among. To theſe, chiefly, this Frag- 
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ment, ſo called from its being appa- 
rently unfiniſhed, ſeems intended to 
have been addreſſed. And as it appears 
to be well calculated to relieve, comfort, 
and eſtabliſh, afflicted, diſtreſſed, and 
tempted ſouls, who are often led to 
doubt of the Saviour's love towards 
them; it was thought it ſhould not be 
loſt, notwithſtanding its being imper- 


fect. Several friends of the widow of 


the deceaſed, who had peruſed it, being 
of the opinion that it ſhould be printed, 
ſhe readily conſented to it; and has 
benevolently devoted the profits that 
may ariſe from the ſale of it, to the 
ſupport of the Society, called, The 
Sick Man's Friend, = 
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SAVIOUR% HEART, G.. 


T hath pleaſed God, who is ſovereign 
in the diſpenſations of his grace and 
providence, to lay me by for many 
months. I never had any claim to his 


ſervice, and have often felt myſelf both 


unfit for, and unworthy of it. It is 
of the Lord's mercy that I am not con- 
ſumed. Having taſted of his grace, it 
has been my great ambition, and the 
Joy of my ſoul, to preach it, free as it is 
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33 
revealed, and as I myſelf received it, to 
others. | 


Notwithſtanding my trumpet has been 
diſuſed, bleſſed be God, my harp has not 
been hanging upon the willows. The 
Lord has enabled me to recline my 
weary head upon that boſom, whereon 
the favourite diſciple found a paradiſe, 
and which, upon all occaſions of your 
grief, I have always recommended, as 

the only refuge for loſt, undone men. 


Permit me to employ my pen, while 
my tongue is filent. I wiſh to labour 
again in my Lord's vineyard ; and, as I 
am able, would even now impart fo 
you ſome of ' thoſe views, which the 
happy ſituation I have been favoured 
with, has given of nis HEART; who 
prayed, and wept, and bled, for the 
ſake of his people. 


Upon 


* * * 
— * * 


$3.83. 

Upon perufing the Acts of the Apoſtles, 
I find when they were unable to labour 
through their own infirmity, the injuries 
they received in the many dangers to 
which they were expoſed, or the per- 
ſecutions which fell upon them from 
every quarter, they employed themſelves 
in declaring their confidence in the 
Saviour's mercy, power, and love ; af- 
firming that none of thoſe things could 
move them. They rejoiced in tribula- 
tion : nay, were willing not only to do 
but ſuffer the will of God. And their 
epiſtles travelled far and near: not in 
order to eſtabliſh their own credit, or to 
preach themſelves, but Chriſt Jeſus their 
Lord. Their cheerful language was like 
that of the Lord's forerunner, © He 


e muſt increaſe, but I muſt decreaſe.” | 


O Lord, help me to follow their exam- 
ple. I cannot labour in the pulpit—O 
that the prayers of my cloſet, and the 
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1 
poor attempts of my pen, may reach 
the hearts of my fellow- ſinners. Reader, 
I warn thee againſt expecting what may 
pleaſe the critic's eye: you will find 
nothing here calculated to do more than 
inſtruc the ignorant, encourage the fear- 
ful, and warm the too cold boſom of a 
ſaved ſinner. A man like me, on the 
verge of eternity, only wiſhes to be uſe- 
ful: I leave to the healthy and the ſtrong 
to ſeek applauſe. If it ſhould be the will 


of God that theſe poor endeavours ſnould 


meet his approbation, and be accompa- 
nied with his power, ſo that any weak, 
guilty, weary ſoul ſhould reſolve to flee 
to the arms of his loving Saviour, I ſhall 
rejoice in being the inſtrument of help- 
ing a fellow-traveller forward in that 
way, which, however rough and dange- 
rous it may appear, is ſafe, and leads 


«© where the wicked ceaſe from troub- 


<« ling, and the weary are at reſt.” 
I have 


1 


I have choſen this ſubject, becauſe 
many who have been lately brought to 
the acknowledgement of the truth as it 
is Jeſus, are ever writing hard things 
againſt themſelves; and entertaining not 
only very unbecoming, but very hard 
thoughts of Chriſt. They are not often 
contented with him as a Mediator be- 
tween them and God, but ſeek aſter 
ſomething to mediate between them and 
him. Now nothing ſo ſoon and ſo ef- 
ſectually wipes theſe diſnonourable ap- 
prehenſions and tormenting fears away, 
as a view of THESAVIOUR'S HEART. If his 
HEART be full of love, his head can never 
deviſe miſchief. If his nearT be full of 
love, his hand can never deſtroy, In 
ſhort, when a ſelt-condemned ſoul can 
ſee by faith the love of lis Saviour's 
HEART, it encourages him to run, to 
bght, to ſhout victory, through the wien 
of the Lamb. 
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| | of death, or extinguiſhed in the gloomy 
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Let us view Him in his conduct to- 
wards his people towards himſelf and 
towards his Father, previous to his de- 
parture; and afterwards enquire on his 
victorious return from the tomb, when 
He inhabited the very ſame body, and 
poſſeſſed that individual HEART which 
he took with him into glory, whether his 
affection was dampt by the cold ſweat 


regions of the grave. O my Saviour, 
touch my heart, Give a poor ſinner now 
to feel thy love ſhed abroad upon his ſoul. 
While I muſe may the bre of divine love 
kindle, and the overflowing of it reach 
the readers! Jeſus, maſter, look down 
upon an afflicted worm, and put thine 
everlaſting arms underneath him ! Thy 
name 1s like ointment poured forth, and 
the meditation of thy truth exceeding 
ſweet. May it prove manna to my 
| own, 
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own, and to the ſouts of all who love 


thee. 


A view of the dear Redeemer's conduct 
towards his people previous to his depar- 
ture, will ſoon evince the affection he 
had for them. The tender farewell he 


took of them, the endearing ſermon he 


preached, and the earneſt prayer he 
offered up on their account, unitedly 
declare © that having loved them, he 
loved them unto the end.” 


This intereſting account of our bleſſed 


Lord's conduct 1s given us by the apoſtle 


John. He ſpeaks of him as © knowing that 


* his hour was come;“ intimating what 
the Redeemer*elſewhere aſſerts, that no 
weapon can deſtroy till the appointed 
time. In vain is his life ſought, till the 
hour approaches. His death was neither 
Caſual in its time, nor indeterminate as 
to its end. As he knew for whom he died 
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ſo did he know the hour in which his 
life was to be given up, a ranſom for 
many. Before that hour was at hand, 
he could flee from one city to another, 
miraculouſly eſcape the vigilence of his 
intending murtherers, but now no per- 
ſuaſion can prevail on him to © fave 
himſelf,” He cheerfully meets his ap- 
prehenders, and rejoices in fulfilling his 
Father's will. 


The apoſtle procceds to ſhew in what 
point of view, he looked at death, He 
calls it“ departing out of the world unto 
the Father.” Approaching death is 
very awful. A ſeparation of ſuch old 


and intimate friends, as ſoul and 


body, is not without ſome reluctance 
and pain. To enter a world of ſpirits, 
and leave what is mortal to moulder in 


the grave, with any degree of cheerful- 


neſs, requires a fortitude which grace 
| alone 
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alone can impart. To look at death, as 
rending us from our father and family, 
is diſpleaſing and grievous: but to eſteem 
it the door of our father's houſe, and the 
entrance which leads to our friends, our 
treaſure, our all, is pleaſing and joyful. 
Thus Paul ſaw it, when he longed to be 
diſſolved, and to be with Chriſt, 


On returning to his father he knew that 
he ſhould be inveſted with all the glory 
he had before the worlds were made ; 
that the ſons of the morning would re- 
ſume their praiſes, and the redeemed 
who were ſet at liberty from the bondage 
of corruption, would ſing of him who 
had bought them with his blood. In this 
| proſpect, we might imagine, he would 
be taken up. Abraham his friend, David 
the man after his own heart, and others 
who had been faithful untodeath; and not 
his poor afflicted, ſinful friends on earth, 

men 
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men are apt to think would engroſs all 
his affection. But, wonder O heavens ! 
it is ſaid his love, 1. e. his HEART, his 
care, his attention, is not ſwallowed up 
with approaching glory, the reſt, and 
peace of his father's houſe; or the in- 
ceſſant praiſes of his impeccable people 
above; but employed to comfort and 
ſupport his own who were in the world. 
Not his Abrahams, Iſaacs, and Jacobs; 
but his weeping Mary, his denying Peters, 
his forſaking diſciples, and his faithleſs 
Thomaſes. 


„He loved his own,” Tus res, his 
own members, people, children, who 
were in the world; liable to be deceived, 
and tempted to fall and fin—To have 
their hearts filled with ſorrow, and water 
their couch with their tears. Simon, 
ſay no more within thyſelf, that if this 
man were a prophet, he would have 

known 
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conviction to his heart, when he might 


„ 
known Mary to have been a ſinner. How 
ſtrangely art thou miſtaken. He knew 
her well, and all her many fins. Her 
ſoul was given to him. Her name written 
in his book, and her fins laid by impu- 
tation upon him. She was his own, he 
loved her in her fins, and therefore came 
down to ſave her. He was about to die 
for her, being yet ungodly. His divine 
power had made her willing—his ſpecial 
grace cauſed her to mourn—his tender 
mercy bound up her broken heart—and 
his ſoul-reviving words were, “ Thy fins 
are forgiven.” 


O ye fearſul followers of the lamb, 
wonder no longer at the Saviour's ſpeak- 
ing to perſecuting Saul, and firiking 


in juſtice have ſent his ſoul into hell. 
Saul was his own: his nearT's love was 
fixed upon him, He had refrained, as 
| Joſeph 
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Joſeph did, as long as he could: and at 
laſt he burſts out, Saul, Saul, why 
« doſt thou (my own) perſecute mel“ 


Be not ſurprized, ye enquiring ſeraphs, 
at the Lord Redeemer's attention to dy- 
ing Stephen. His enemies were diſpatch- 
ing him with ſtones, and his Lord could 
not ſit any longer, even by his Father's 
ſide - He riſes up, and Stephen ſees 
him ſtanding at his Father's right hand ! 


What can attract thine eye, exalted 
Lord? What cauſes thee to riſe from thy 
ſeat? His own choſen, blood-bought 
Stephen was in danger. He aroſe to 
ſtrengthen his feeble ſpirit, to encourage 
his departing ſoul. To ſhew his affec- 
tion, care, and willingneſs to help, and 
to be ready, as the father of the pro- 
digal, to caſt his arms about his neck, 

as 


| C #7 30 
as ſoon as he was ſafely landed on the 
heavenly ſhore. 


I have ſeen kings forming laws to de- 
fend their own ſubjects, the beaſts of the 
field fighting to preſerve their own young; 
the poor hen gathering her own chicken 
under her wing, and ſheltering them 
from approaching danger; and even the 
world loves its own: and wilt not thou, 
O Lord, love, and call, and keep, thine 
own? Hail, Son of David, faithful, ever- 
loving Lord! having loved thine own, 
thou wilt love them unto the end. Re- 
frain from glorifying thy grace no longer 
give vent to thine affection - manifeſt 
thy love and break the hearts of ſinful 
men, by making thine own, who are in 
the world, feel, that notwithſtanding thy 
perſonal preſence is above, thy affection 
and care is now with them. | 


To 
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To his view of death, and his care of | 
them for whom he was about to die, in 
order to ſhew his love, I muſt add the 
following account of what he did: It is 


ſaid “ That Jeſus knowing that the 


* Father had given all things into his 
4 hands, and that he was come from 
God and went to God, roſe from ſup- 
« per, and laid aſide his garment, and 
* took” What doſt expect, reader? 
his mighty power to deſtroy his enemies? 
Did he make bare his arm to cut his 
perſecutors in pieces? or was he about 
to wreak his vengeance on a ſinful world? 
He had juſt reflected that all were in his 
hands—all devils! all men! all things! 

He riſes, and lays by his garments. 


Tremble, O hell, and ſhake, O earth! 


He who was girded with ſtrength, girds 
himſelf with a towel. Inſtead of pouring 
out his wrath, or a ſecond deluge upon 
earth, he pours water into a baſon, and 

he 


( 19 ) 
he begins to waſh the feet of his diſ- 
ciples, who had then angels worſhipping 
at his own, and devils trampled under 
them. | 


O miracle of love! O my ſoul, in the 
duſt, in the duſt, before him; there thou 
wilt learn the meaning of this wonder- 
ful way of expreſſing his preſent medi- 
tation on all things being given to him. 
Infinite love and divine mercy, exalted 
views of his own glory, and the moft 
condeſcending expreſſions of his willing- 

neſs to ſave, are here ſweetly blended. 


Our Lord was willing to ſhew that no 
future greatneſs could leſſen the love he 
bore to his followers; to encourage them 
to come without reſerve to him, who had 
humbled himſelf to waſh their feetwith 
water, and was about to ſhed his blood, 
that a fountain might be opencd to waſh 


away their ſins, 
Reader, 
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Reader, thou art traveling towards 
the grave. How far thou mayſt be 
from Jordan's. river's ſide is known to 
none. but God. Sooner or later thou 
muſt depart. This world is not an abid- 
ing place, even for thoſe who love it 
beſt. Many who have lived lovers of 
pleaſure, have wiſhed to die lovers of 
God. As none, not the Son of God him- 
ſelf, have ever been exempt from death, 
art thou ready to depart? Where art thou 
bound,to heaven or to hell? If God ſhould 
ſay, © This night thy ſoul is requir- 
* ed,” would thine eyes be opened above 
to admire the Son of Rightcouſneſs, or 
lifted yp in torments to ſce the happy afar . 
off? Dear ſoul, be ſerious, be ſolemn as 
the death I am ſpeaking of. A fellow- 
finner writes to thee, in the tendereſt 
pity, and begs thee to conſider the Sa- 
viour's view of death. Art thou going 


to the Father? Haſt thou taken refuge 
| f in 
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in the Son? Art thou the ſubject of the 
bleſſed Spirit's ſaving work? Bleſſed are 
the dead who die in the Lord. They were 
choſen in him, preſerved in him, called in 
bim, and kept through faith unto ſalvation, 
If thou art unacquainted with the Father, 
unmindful of the Son, and unwrought 
upon by the Holy Ghoſt, depart indeed 
thou muſt—not unto the Father, but 
where there is weeping and gnaſhing of 
teeth. The Lord turn thine heart. May 
Jeſu's tears prevent thine. May his 
blood waſh thee from thine own; then 
wilt thou have a way opened toa chriſtian 
view of death. 


Secondly, Chriſtian, what haſt thou 
to fear ? did ever priſoner lament when 
his priſon doors were ſet open? did 
ever captive ſigh when his chains were' 
knocked off? doth the weather-beaten 


traveller weep, when, over a diſtant hill, 
he 
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he ſees the towers of his native city ? 
or the ſeaman who has been long toſſed 
in a ſtorm, mourn when it abates? Is 
the ſchool-boy ſorrowful when the time 
of his returning to his father's houſe is 
drawing on? No! the priſoner rejoices, 
the captives are like men that dream, 
the traveller's heart is elated, the ſea- 
man's countenance is cheered, and the 
dear boy, who has been long abſent from 
his home, eagerly counts the hours and 
\ earneſtly expects the meſſenger for his 
joyful departure, 


Thou muſt depart—not from beloved 
ſins, with the dying profligate—they 
have been left long ago. Not like the 
wordling, from thy pleaſures—the object 
of thoſe is where thou art going. Not 
from thy riches, as the miſer doth— 
thy riches are unſearchable, and all thy 


treaſure is above, Not from thy deareſt 
| friends, 


( 23 ) 
friends, as they who have their portion 
here; for thy beſt friend and beſt rela- 
tions are gone before. Haſt thou no- 
thing to leave then? Yes. All thine 45 
borred ſins, all thy temptations, all thy 
trials, all thy burthens, all thy ſorrows, 
tears and woes, all thy fears — 
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